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Wanted: Big, Burly, and Tattooed 


Dave loved his men big, burly, and tattooed. The bigger they were, the better. And, at that present moment, 


the man Dave had his eye on was James Hetfield. 

It was another awards show. Another night of drinking and pretending to be happy to be taking home yet 
another door stop. His mother was proud but the novelty of winning anything had kind of worn off on Dave. He 
wanted to see other people winning. Wanted to see newer bands take to the stage, their eyes shining as 


someone bestowed a glittering accolade on them. 


Winding his way through the throngs of people, Dave nudged his hip against James’. When the taller man looked 


down at him, Dave smiled. 
"Hey." 
"Hey, Dave." The other man's blue eyes lit up with a happy sparkle. "How you doin?" 


"l'm doing good. What about yourself?" 


"Same as you. Although-" James paused and looked around himself. "I'm starting to get bored of this. These 
award things are all the same." 


Dave stretched and yawned, his slightly too tight white shirt riding up over his stomach. He needed to go on a 
diet, or start biking again. The bread-and-steak-and-beer paunch was starting to show. 


"Yeah, | know what you mean," he replied. Lowering his arms, he grinned up at James. "I know you don't drink 
but do you want to escape from here? The room service at my hotel is beyond phenomenal and this-" He 


patted his slightly protruding stomach. "Needs feeding. Again” 


James' smile was warm and happy. "Sure. It'll be good to escape this place for a while.” 


Dave had a game plan. He always did, especially when it came to getting his rocks off. Wine them, dine them, 
and get them naked worked 99% of the time. For the final 1%, a little sweet talk and flattery was normally 
enough to get in to their pants. 


His hotel room was plush and modern. The king size bed was topped with the most comfortable mattress and 
covered with the thickest blankets. The lights were low and accentuated the room's black and white features 
while the view of New York was something to behold. Right across the road was Central Park. Little white 
lights twinkled in the trees, diamonds that had been placed there to entice those staying in the nearby hotels. 
Black clouds touched the edge of Manhattan, darkening the summer's evening with the threat of storms to 


come. 


The dining table that sat beside the floor-to-ceiling window was covered with plates of food; steak, vegetables, 
potatoes, bread. Glasses of water and soda were dotted among the plates. For one night, Dave had managed to 
abstain from drinking alcohol. Normally he liked to get his potential lovers drunk. Alcohol was a magic potion 


when it came to making inhibitions disappear and opening legs. 

Pushing his plate away, Dave leaned back and rubbed a hand over his full stomach. His eyes wandered from 
the food and to the satisfied looking man on the other side of the table. There was a soft smile on James' lips 
and he had one hand wrapped around a glass of water. 

"Good?" Dave asked. 

The other man nodded. "So good. How'd you find this place?" 

Dave grinned. "Trial and error. Found it when | was out here a couple of years ago. | was bored and decided to 
order room service. Now it's the only place | stay in when I'm in New York." He paused and let his eyes travel 


along James’ hand and over his thick arm. "How'd you feel about working all of this off?" 


James' eyes snapped to Dave's and his face seemed to fill with a little more colour. "Sorry?" 


"You heard me," Dave softly said. His grin widened a little and he got to his feet. He rounded the table and 
eased himself in to the taller man's lap. "Let's work this off. As in you and me. In bed. Naked." 


Those large hands came to rest at Dave's hips and the dark haired man purred quietly. 

"Dave." 

He leaned closer and inhaled James' scent, taking in the musky smell of cologne and nerves. "James.." 
"| don't know." 


"What do you mean, you don't know?" Dave kept his voice low and reassuring as his right hand slowly slid along 


James’ shoulder. 
The older man sighed and closed his eyes. "I've never done this before?" 
That piqued Dave's interest and a slow smile crossed his lips. "Would you like to do it?" 


The air that hung over them was thick with tension and Dave could feel his arousal growing. The moment was 


delicious and tinged with need. Leaning closer, he touched his lips to James’ cheek. 
"Would you?" he softly murmured. 


James' shoulders rose and fell and he let one hand rest on Dave's shoulder. His eyes remained closed and his 
cheeks were tinged with pink. Slowly he nodded and Dave slowly whispered his lips across the other man's. 
James gave a soft sigh and seemed to melt against the seat, his hands creeping along Dave's hips and to his 


waist. 


The kiss was soft and slow and filled with a burning sensuality. Beneath him, Dave could feel the other man 
awakening, his body reacting to the gentle pleasure. His own jeans were becoming tight and, with a final kiss, 
Dave got to his feet. He offered his hand to James and, when it was taken, he pulled the other man to his 

feet. Leaning against the taller man, Dave gave him another kiss, his hands wandering beneath James’ shirt. 
They swept over taunt, soft skin and tight muscles. For a moment, he deepened the kiss as he pushed the 

shirt up, pulling away only to free it from James’ body. 


Tossing the fabric away, Dave took a step back and admired the blushing man before him. He wondered if 
James had been admired in such a way by a man before. Wondered how the older man would react to having 


another on top of him, thrusting in to him and fucking him. 


Dave closed the gap between them and let his hands ride over James’ broad chest. He took in the tattoos and 
the beating of his friend's heart. Lowering his head, Dave pressed a kiss to first one nipple and then the other. 
He savoured the feeling of them hardening beneath his lips, his tongue swirling around them as he teased them 


a little more. James moaned softly and his strong hands landed in Dave's hair, tangling in the dark strands and 


pushing him a little closer, almost silently begging Dave to give him more. 


And give him more was exactly what Dave did. He stripped off his own clothes and left them in a pile on the 
floor before attacking what remained of James’ clothing. He urged the older man to step from his faded jeans 
and show off his thick erection Dave's heart hammered as he licked his lips. His knees bent and he knelt on the 
floor, his lips wrapping around the head of the other man's cock and happily cleaning up the clear fluid that 
pooled from the tip. He worshipped James’ body, his hands sliding over his friend's thick thighs and to his ass. 
Dave wrapped his hands around the other man's pert globes and gave them a gentle squeeze. Above him, 
James moaned softly and, with one hand resting on Dave's forehead, slowly began to thrust in to the singer's 


mouth. 
"Feels good, Dave," he murmured. "Feels so fuckin’ good" 


Dave gave him a few more moments of pleasure before he sat back on his heels and smiled up at James. The 
fear and trepidation in the other man's face had been replaced with lust and pleasure. His blue eyes sparkled 


and his lips were curled in to a smile. 


Dave stood and gave James another lusty kiss before sending him sprawling on to the bed. He quickly 
clambered over him, feeding him red hot kiss and grinding against the other man's hard cock. Moans and gasps 
fell from Dave's lips his hands mirroring James' as they both touched and stroked one another. 


He could feel James’ nerves rolling from him in painful waves. Pulling back, Dave pressed a kiss to the other 
man's flat stomach. Those blue eyes were closed against the world, almost as though he didn't want to see, or 


believe, what was happening. 
Placing a hand on James’ thick thigh, he murmured, "We don't have to do this." 
"| want to," was the soft reply. 


The older man opened his eyes and Dave could see the lust that rode through them. It was raw and powerful 
as though it had come through the mists of time itself before rearing its head in that moment. With his 
breath caught in his throat, Dave took it in His hand slid from the other man's thigh and to his heavy 


erection. He gave James a few, slow strokes before pressing a soft kiss to the head of his friend's dick. 


He silently moved from the bed and collected the lube from his bag. The air in the room was heavy with 
tension and Dave felt the anticipation swirl through his stomach. It had been a long time since he'd broken 
someone in. A long time since he'd stolen their virginity and carried it like a trophy. And it was a long time 


since he'd been with someone who as handsome as James. 


He walked back to the bed and knelt at James’ feet. For a second, he took in the other man, noting the sweat 
on his brow and the way his eyes followed Dave's every movement. His arms, thick, strong, and covered in 
tattoos, were stretched out across the bed, his calloused fingers curling into the sheets. 


Stretching out beside him, Dave kissed his way along the other man's arms. His tongue danced over James' 


tattoos, tracing the lines that an artist had left behind so many years before. 

"You're gorgeous," he murmured. "I love how you look" 

James turned to look at him. There was a small smile on his lips. "You're not so bad yourself, Grohl.” 

Dave grinned at that and he leaned in for another kiss. "Glad someone finds me sexy. Me and my big beer gut" 
He was gentle and slow as he prepared the other man. His eyes were forever on James, checking for the 
slightest indication of pain or discomfort. Instead, the older man lay still, his hands still balled in to the sheets 
as Dave carefully did what he needed to. 

Pulling back, Dave coated his cock with the slick gel and gently pressed himself close. He took it as slow as he 
could, quietly encouraging James to open his legs a little more. When the older man responded, Dave smiled and 
pressed a kiss to one of his nipples. 

“That's good," he murmured. "So good." 

Dave felt hands slide along his back and wrap around his shoulders. He kelt his head down and his lips on 
James’ chest as he pushed himself in deeper. The other man hissed and tightened, his hands tightening around 
Dave, and, for a moment, Dave paused. 

"You feel good," he said softly. "Just try and relax." 

"Tryin" 

Dave smiled and lifted his head. Gently he kissed James, taking in the worry that swept over his face. He 
stroked a hand over the other man's cheek and deepened the kiss. His tongue flicked over James' lower lip, 
gently pressing him into letting Dave in. When the other man parted his lips, Dave sighed softly. 

His hips slowly began to rock again, pushing himself further into his new lover. James was warm and tight and 
Dave wanted to savour every second of it. Beneath him, he could feel the other man beginning to relax, his 
hands loosening around Dave and his kisses becoming less frantic. 

Dave knew he wasn't going to last long. Burying his head in the other's man neck, he whined quietly and his lips 
sought out the soft spot of flesh just behind James’ ear. He inhaled the older man's scent, breathing it in and 
wanting to wrap it around himself. Dave wanted to hold on to this moment forever. He wanted it there for 


when the nights were long and lonely and when his phone calls weren't being answered. 


"So good," he whispered. "You feel so good." 


James’ fingers dug in to his shoulder blades and pulled him closer. Sliding a hand between them, Dave raised his 
hips enough to wrap his fingers around the other man's cock. The hard flesh was warm against his palm, the 
veins thick and prominent. Dave wondered what it would be like to have James inside of him. He wondered if 


the other man would visit him in such a way again 


His rocking became more frantic and his moans became louder. The knot in his stomach grew, swirling and 
tightening and threatening to release at any moment. Dave could feel tears tickling his eyes and he let out a 
choked cry of the other man's name. James' voice was barely there, a whisper that rushed passed Dave's 


ears as the blonde man called his name and murmured encouragement. 
"| want to feel you come," Dave whispered in to the other man's ear. "Come for me." 


James groaned beneath him, his hips rocking up to meet Dave's. The man who, only a few moments earlier had 
been as nervous as a teenager, was giving in to the lust that seared through his soul. Dave was enjoying 


feeling him come to life and giving in to his deepest desires. 


James' hands slid down his back and landed on his ass. The other man gently squeezed him, pushing Dave 


deeper in to himself. 
"Harder," the older man hissed. "Fuck me harder." 


Dave wasn't going to turn him down and he pressed himself as deep as he could. His cock brushed against 
James’ prostate, making the other man buck and scream. Grinning to himself, Dave lowered his head and nipped 


at the other man's shoulder as he continued his assault. 


His orgasm was growing closer by the second, the pleasure burning through him. He gave James’ cock a 
squeeze, his grin growing larger as James let out a deep, guttural growl. Sweat dotted their bodies and Dave 
was only too happy to lap up the drops that pooled on his lover's breastbone. 


"Come for me," he hissed again. "Come good and hard. Show me what you've got. | want you to fill my hand. | 


want to see it dripping from my fingers.” 


James’ fingers dug into his ass and, with one final groan, the older man bucked and came in to Dave's hand. His 
come, warm and sticky, flooded Dave's palm and dripped between his fingers as the older man shuddered and 


moaned. 


Dave couldn't hold back as James tightened around him. His chest became tight and he let out a low growl as 
his own orgasm tore through him making his head swim and stars burst behind his eyes. He panted and 
groaned as he thrust deeply in to the one final time. 


Feeling his knees beginning to grow weak, Dave slid from James and collapsed beside him. He drew in deep, 
panting breaths and brushed the sweat from his forehead. The other man rested a hand on Dave's head and 


the younger man looked up in soft blue eyes. James gently smiled at him before leaning in and pressing a kiss 


to Dave's forehead. 

"Thanks." 

"You don't have to thank me," Dave replied. "It was a pleasure." He grabbed a blanket and pulled it around them. 
"Look, | know this probably wasn't on your agenda for tonight but | was wondering if-" His voice died and he 
sighed. 


"f what?" James asked. 


Dave closed his eyes. "If we could do that again sometime. |, well, | really enjoyed it. And | don't get many people 
who agree to let me do that" 


Those lips, plump and warm, returned to his face and a long, strong arm was wrapped around his shoulders. 


"Any time, Dave. We can do that any time you want." 


